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MRS. WHARTON: My dear, your father wouldn't let me tell

you anything about It when you came.  He didn't want

you to be worried. And I thought myself it might just as

well keep till to-day.
COLONEL WHARTON: The fact is I haven't been quite up to

the mark lately,, and Dr. Macfarlane thought I'd better

see a specialist.  So I went into Canterbury on Saturday

and saw Dr. Keller.
MRS. POOLE: Yes,1 heard you'd been to see him.   They sa

he's very clever.
JOHN: What did he say?
"COLONEL WHARTON: Well, you know what these doctor

fellows are. He wouldn't say much to me. He said he'd

write to Macfarlane.
JOHN: Well?
COLONEL WHARTON: I suppose Macfarlane got the letter

this morning. He'll probably be round presently.
MRS. POOLE: I saw him going along the Bleane Road In his

dog-cart about an hour ago. You might ask him who it

was he was going to see.
JOHN: Are you feeling ill, father?
COLONEL WHARTON: No.   I shouldn't have dreamed of

going to a specialist, only your mother was worrying.
SYLVIA: Don't put all the blame on her. I was, too.
JOHN: [Going over to Urn and putting his arm in bis.] Poor old

father, you mustn't be ill.
COLONEL WHARTON: Oh, Fm not going to die just yet, you

know.
JOHN: I should jolly well think not.   Wait till you're a

hundred and two, and then we'll begin talking about it.

[The Vicar of S tour y the REV. NORMAN POOLE, appears
at the window. He is a tall, thin man., baldy dressed In a
short black coat,, with a black straw hat. He is
energetic, breezy 3 and cheerful. He likss to show that3